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A teardrop dried upon my face,
was slow and sad to match my pace.
But now is dried and now its dead,
to match the friend I used to have.

Once was gleaming bright,
once was in its merry flight,
on its way to unknown doom,
my god its cold inside this room!

Give a hug, give a whisper,
give my love, we all will miss her.
A teardrop spied upon my eye,
the single signal before I cry.

A teardrop running upon my face,
shining happy, endless grace,
reaches the end with much despair,
to see my friend with thoughtless stare.

Swear to god and glare at Christ,
emotions flooded, cold as ice,
take my life instead of hers,
who oh why did she go first!?

A teardrop gathering on my cheek,
to spill, to drop, to slide and streak.
It represents my fallen friend,
for which her wondrous life did end.
